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A Young Adult Novel 
by Penn Woods 

As Science magazine reported as far back as May 7, 2010, the Neanderthal DNA is alive and well in some people 
living today worldwide, at least 1-4%. Do you comprehend the significance of this last statement? It's mind 
boggling and the basis on which I'm moving right along with the book. (I started the book before I knew this fact so 
it saves me from having to "prove" that a baby born today can contain a percentage of Neanderthal DNA). A DNA 
search can show if one has a percentage ofN-DNA, as I call it. 

In my book, I'll take the N-DNA a step further and show, fictionally at this point (with the potential of becoming 
reality in the scientific world in a few years - who knows?), that this type of DNA can be/is extremely valuable to the 
human race. Why? Read the book! Follow Nan as she trods the trail of discrimination in search of others in the 
world who also have significant Neanderthal DNA. 

Chapter one 
Death 


Heaven’s fireball sinks low and seeps its bloody show onto packed winter snow; 
ominous clouds hover above the city’s aching backbone as if to warn of imminent 
squalls and blustery blows. People close down their labor for the day and with blooming 
umbrellas fend off indecisive contractions of a drizzled wind; they rush home before the 
waters break and dark descends. Neither expectant nor unaware, they push forward to 
meet pre-planned evening schedules. 

She, too, does the same things she does most days at this time: exercise, drink a bit 
and just work at staying alive amid all the usual commotion. Those who know her 
consider her to be a sentient, moving being and she is loved. Many look forward to 
meeting her personally at the appointed day. But as frequently happens with plans and 
people, fate is about to intervene despite highest expectations to the contrary. 

On this inky eve she engages in her preferred pastime: indoor swimming. Her being 
sparkles with the joy of existence and she responds to the life-giving liquid. She wears 
only her birthday suit, as is her habit and moves about the watery enclosure with 
abandon. The exercise completes her as a person in the world and the enclosure itself 
provides a sense of security. She cares not if it is heated or a tad chilly; she simply 
embraces the weighty wetness and in turn, it envelops her being so that even its taste 
on her tongue is a treat. 

Around 7 p.m. she hears odd murmurings like people talking. Now, though fully 
submerged, she can hear them. But they resound from the other side of the wall and the 
diverse voices are distant and non-threatening. She relaxes in her haven. She’s heard 
similar voices before; they eventually diminish and so pose no threat. Her adored 
modus operandi of sliding through the liquid continues, but in hindsight, she will regret 
that someone has failed to first give her an anesthetic. 
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An abrupt event invades to forever change her history, her dreams, her very essence. 
Outside her enclosure, a horrific scream sounds from afar. A warning? The external 
shriek implodes and echoes as if somersaulting itself from outside to inside her being. 
Vibrations. They have no rhythm, no promise of peace. She blinks her eyes as if to see 
better, but the darkness reveals nothing. She is alone here. What is going on? 

The initial attack is sudden and a shock of such force that any reasonable person would 
cringe in terror and disgust. The entire assault is to last many more minutes before it is 
over. Plier-like hands grab and pierce her flesh which cause her pain receptors to 
discharge electrical impulses to the spinal cord and brain; they in turn fire the impulses 
outward, telling her muscles to react. Save yourself! 

Her inborn tactile sensitivity jolts to its core. She opens her mouth to scream, but no 
sound comes. She reacts by kicking out long legs, as a frog that kicks in the shallows to 
escape sharp talons. For a moment this tactic helps her small body to whoosh away 
from the trespassing aggressor. Instinctively she pulls back as a sharp instrument 
repeats its pecking attack. 

Time after time, she manages to jerk away from the accelerating thrusts, but wounded 
nonetheless.. A sensory nerve feels the pain and sends its message to the thalamus at 
the base of her brain. In response, her mouth stretches wide to send intense cries into 
the darkness, but they are not, nor ever will be, heard. 

She dodges the torture by kicking away, yet cut afresh. Her heartbeat doubles during 
the intense onslaught; this morphs the intruder’s intent to a fiendish devil. Clearly the 
conflict is unequal. Following mini respites, the attacker regroups, changes direction, 
then ravages her body with increased vengeance. All but her soul is torn asunder. 

In an instant, the heavens break apart. Her dismemberment is at hand. A commanding 
pressure overcomes her torso and rams hard. There is a compelling twisting motion of 
one leg and a terrible tear. Reduced to defenseless prey, the aroused predator guides 
his weapon to complete extermination of the hunted one. On the next advance, her 
spine snaps. Seconds later, her tiny skull is crushed. 

What survives of her lurches forth from the patient’s vaginal canal. The mangled fetus 
slides out in a surge of blood from its protected place, limp and rendered. Afterbirth and 
placental remains follow. Her life is truncated while she is in her unborn state. Barely 
recognizable now as human, life in her no longer pulses. Her silent screams are no 
more. 


Chapter two 
Last remains 


One of Nurse’s jobs is to reassemble the body parts like one would fit together tiny 
puzzle pieces into a whole skeleton of sorts. Nurse’s gleaming work tray, already 
sterilized, outlines the disarray of bloodied bone bits. It is a tedious procedure, if not 
downright bothersome, and the task takes her some time to execute. Its purpose is both 
a precaution for the medical office and also a justification to bear witness to Doc’s 
inborn skill of doing a thorough job. 
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After forty minutes, Nurse’s brow relaxes. She places the tongs gently aside, removes 
her gloves and wipes sweat-beaded palms along the sides of white scrubs now 
spattered with red. “Finally and thanks be to God,” she murmurs as if in prayer. It had 
been fairly easy, probably because she’d been somewhat of a phenom at the game of 
pick-up sticks as a kid. Her completed display neatly discloses that substantially all 
skeletal bones are removed piece by piece from the womb. 

Nurse is gratified to report to Doc that everything is “laid out” for his perusal. “Reeled, 
revealed and delivered,” she calls out to Doc, who raises a bloodied glove in 
acknowledgement from the other room. 

After peeling free his red-stained fingers from their surgical coverings, the abortionist 
washes his hands in the offhand manner of a modern-day Pontius Pilate. His soul is 
free from guilt just as his patient is relieved of her bothersome pregnancy. Another run- 
of-the-mill procedure done like clockwork, he muses, especially fortunate that she’d 
seen no other doctors before him. Pleased with Nurse’s competent report, Doc relays 
that message to a semi-coherent woman sprawled on the table among blood-stained 
sheets. “We got it all,” he assures her. 

Mother moans. Doc whistles softly as he continues to tidy up. He makes a couple of 
mental notes to himself about the procedure, then dictates into his machine before 
hurrying home to his wife and kids: 

“Patient #33: procedure effected. No problems. Note that 

1) crushing baby’s skull can produce bone shards with potential to puncture uterus 
and injure patient. 

2) fetal movement during procedure suggests that intrauterine manipulations are 
painful to fetus ” 

But something from within Mother’s body is not quite as it seems. A viable form lays 
hidden within the second of the double uteri (didelphys uterus). Unknown to them all - 
Doc, Nurse, and Mother, another soul stirs. 


fetus, fetus in the womb 

doctor whacks you to your doom 

nurse reforms you in the pan 

mother doesn’t give a damn 
* * 


Chapter three 
Birth 
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The remaining life in the second uterus suffers trauma in the womb at 20 weeks of 
gestation. Doc aborts her sister, in the first uterus, but she is just a membrane away in 
the second womb. From the initial thud “next door”, Nan feels something big is 
happening and she can hear things, too, like when you’re underwater and elongated 
moans resonate from down deep. The ambush on her sis terrorizes them both. The 
ravager assaults and keeps at it, at it, at it: bumps, jabs, bad vibes. Nan’s emotional 
scar marks her first experience with discrimination, that of discrimination against the 
unborn, who cannot speak for themselves. There is no security in the womb for the 
human baby. Such scars burden humanity. 

The good news is that four months later, by the grace of God, Nan makes it out into this 
world ... but only because Mother doesn’t know she is pregnant. Still. With Nan. 
Surprise, Mother, dear. And thank you, dear God, for her double uterus. 

When Nan’s birth is imminent, she shoves and kicks like a salmon swims up river and 
comes out hard. She cannot wait to get out. She makes sure she is head down and 
head first, so that she practically pushes all eight pounds of her out by herself. Once 
she crowns and her head is showing, she has it made because they can’t ram her back 
in. Not with all those witnesses. There isn’t time for Doc to cut the episiotomy to keep 
Mother’s perineum from ripping, but no tears for that. Nan’s newborn cry is long, strong, 
almost primal - a jumbled wail-howl, as if she is ending life instead of beginning it. 
Others in the delivery room give a start and wonder at the anguished cacophonies. 

Mother, too, screams bloody murder. “No, no, no. I’m not pregnant. I jist ain’t. It’s a dang 
kidney stone. I told ya. This here’s impossible. Ah jist had maself an abortion nigh four 
months ago and Doc said he got it all. What’s happenin’?” 



This chapter excerpted from a work-in-progress and reprinted with permission of the author. 




